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UGA Law Global Interns 2011 
(Georgia Law students working in a variety of fields throughout five continents)
Welcome!
This blog will be used by students at the University of
Georgia School of Law who are participating in the Global
Internship Program during the summer of 2011. The
combined experiences and stories of each of these
students will certainly make for interesting reading, as
students have been placed in all kinds of legal internships
in locations spanning five continents. 
This blog will be used by 2011 UGA Law global interns to keep each other and the world
informed as to how their work and studies abroad are going. 
Posted by Elliot at 10:04 AM 
If you're doing GIP this summer and want to be an author, just shoot me an e-mail at
elliot@uga.edu from your primary e-mail address, and I will use that address to add you as an
author.
Posted by Elliot at 10:18 AM 
With my internship set up and my housing
plans secured, all I have left to do is get on
the plane and head to France after exams are
over.
I will be interning in Aix-en-Provence,
France, with the Sokol Law Firm.  The firm
consists of two attorneys, Ronald Sokol and
Olivia Lischetti, and is actually located in the
town of Puyricard just outside of Aix.  I have
never been to Aix before, but I did visit
nearby Marseille and other parts of Provence
during my last trip to France, and liked the
region very much.
Monday, April 4, 2011
First post 
Tuesday, April 5, 2011
How to be an author 
Friday, April 8, 2011
Final plans for France 
Aix-en-Provence, France
Just today, I was able to finalize my housing
situation.  I will be living at Le Logis des Clercs, an
apartment community that provides housing for
students and tourists.  It is only a seven minute
walk from the community to the law firm, and
there is regular bus service from Puyricard to take
me into Aix whenever need be.
Where are other people living and working this
summer?
Posted by Elliot at 1:35 PM 
I am looking forward to being in China for two
months this summer. It is, however, indeed
dangerous to travel overseas alone.
In the Legend of Zelda, Link had the master
sword. In the Legend of Timothy, this kitten will
be serving as our hero's protector and confidant
for the duration of the trip. I am soliciting ideas
for what to name him.
Posted by Timothy at 9:07 AM 
Everyone should have gotten an invitation from me by now to be an author.  If you just don't
want to be an author, that's fine, though we will miss you oh so much.  However, if you want to
be an author and the invite for some reason still hasn't come through on your email, leave a
comment or send me an email at elliot@uga.edu and I will try to figure out what is up.
Posted by Elliot at 6:29 AM 
Le Logis des Clercs
Tuesday, April 12, 2011
I am here.  
If you’re still not an author...  
Law school, now in torts:
What is libel? I know not.
One month to China.
Posted by Timothy at 6:48 AM 
For the past few weeks, I've been spending at least fifteen minutes a day looking for an
apartment in the Canary Islands for the summer. At this point I have found a studio a few blocks
away from Scornik Gerstein that I'm pretty excited about. The pictures lead me to believe it's
going to be cute. But based on my apartment searching experience, I have formed two
preliminary ideas about the Canary Islands: 1) The Canaries are a big British tourist place so
things are generally English-friendly and 2) Based on the apartment prices listed on sites in
English versus sites in Spanish, if I rely on English alone I'm going to end up spending way more
money than I'd like to. Plus, I'm looking forward to polishing my Spanish skills.
Now, it's been a while since I was in a Spanish class. I've had five years of Spanish, four of which
were under the tutelage of la Señora Carlson, a Peruvian native-speaker. By senior year, I was
pretty good at Spanish.
Monday, April 25, 2011
A Departure Haiku 
Tuesday, April 26, 2011
Re-Learning Spanish Before June  
But like I said, it's been a while. So to brush up I'm doing the thing law students know how to do
best. I'm reading.
Señora gave me a copy of "En el tiempo de las mariposas" by Julia Alvarez as a graduation
present senior year of high school. Now I'm reading through a few pages a day as a way of
jumpstarting my Spanish skills. The verdict thus far? It's all still in there. I respond to a lot of
things fairly automatically, but then I question things and feel the need to look things up. I also
have to think about my grammar more than I'd like. While I was at home this past week, I
grabbed my old Spanish textbook and the other two Spanish novels I had lying around.
At the very least, reading in Spanish is solidifying my faith in my language skills, which is very
reassuring at this point.
Posted by Savs at 9:34 AM
Well, I've arrived at my apartment (dorm) in Aix-en-Provence.  It's actually a pretty nice place.  I
live out in the French boondocks.  And that's no joke -- across the street from me are a vineyard
and a horse pasture.
While I am too tired and have too many preparations for meeting my boss tomorrow to write a
whole post about everything that's happened, here are a few items of note:
 - Aix is a very pretty city, though very, very, VERY full of tourists.
 - I got lost for about 2 hours downtown while grocery shopping because the bus lines do
not drop off and pick up for both directions at the same points.
 - My suits are all wrinkly from traveling even though I tried to avoid this, so I hope Mr.
Sokol will not be too put off by it.
 - The downtown section of Aix is kind of like a really ritzy outdoor shopping mall
Tuesday, May 19, 2011
Arrival  
dropped in the middle of a bunch of thousand-year-old buildings.
Pictures to come.
Posted by Elliot at 10:18 AM 
I took some pictures today, both of downtown Aix and the rural area around where I live.  Here
are just a few.  And yes, I know there is a spot on my camera lens, my friend lost my lens cap a
few years ago so the it gets dirty very easily.
Tuesday, May 19, 2011
Pictures from Aix-en-Provence  
Le Logis des Clercs, where I live.
The view across the street from my apartment.  I was not kidding
when I said I lived in the boondocks.
I will try to both take pictures of other parts of Provence and get rid of the spot on my camera
lens soon. 
Posted by Elliot at 11:37 AM 
The big fountain at the center of town, aka "La Rotonde."
There was some sort of graduation(?) ceremony at La Rotonde today.  The
"graduates," if that's what they actually were, all dove into the fountain wearing
what looked like lab coats, many of them carrying noodles and other pool toys. 
One of them was carrying a giant inflatable shark, and another had an inflatable
unicorn.
So, I've been in Brussels a few days now, and it is
exciting but also pretty scary for a 22-year-old who's
only been to Europe once to move to a city like this for
the summer. Did I mention my French isn't 100%?
Luckily, I think I speak enough French to get by. Most
everyone here speaks French, though they also speak
Dutch and a slew of other languages (English included
thankfully). I've been having adventures every day -
finding my apartment, figuring out public
transportation, finding a supermarket, and
discovering that they don't have bagels here :( .
My mother, stepfather, brother, and two of his friends
decided that they wanted to visit Belgium since they
hadn't really spent time here before, so at least I've
had some company along the way.
My apartment is pretty awesome. It's in a very cute,
old townhouse on a family-filled and quiet street. I get
my own floor with a kitchenette, bedroom, living
room, and shower + a toilet room (no really, the
shower isn't in there) one level down.
A young couple with children lives in the lower levels, and they are very nice (and also are fluent
in English). From what I gather, they usually don't have air conditioning in Belgium, but it has
been cool at night so far, so no problems there.
It's been bizarre walking around a city and being surrounded by people you can only sometimes
understand + not using the currency you've grown up with. In Europe, change actually matters,
so I won't be just tossing it in the bottom of my purse. Also, like everyone here drinks bottled
water, so that's what they serve you in restaurants and they have HUGE 2 liter bottles that are
shaped like normal ones except taller for sale at grocery stores. The young men here wear lower
cut (and tighter) shirts than the women and also spend longer fixing their hair. McDonald's is
actually not horrible for you to eat, nor is it quite as cheap. Companies slightly alter their names
(either for America or for Europe) - Dannon becomes Danone. A section in the grocery store
boasts many different brands of Nutella-like chocolate spreads (yes, it is awesome). The
architecture is just ridiculous. I mean, I'm not a big architecture buff, but come on! The
buildings are beautiful and older than the US can even imagine. The picture above is La
Grande-Place de Bruxelles, where me and my party just hung out tonight. So awesome.
Some things aren't very different, however. For instance, like any American city, the streets are
crowded with people. People here also listen to ridiculous pop stars like Ke$ha and Katy Perry
(with the addition of French rap), though I've heard far more house music here than in America.
The waiters vary from cheery and pleasant to bored-looking. The stores have their own cheaper
brands of things. Many companies we have are represented here - on the main shopping street,
Saturday, May 21, 2011
Bonjour, Belgium!  
there is Claire's (yes, the accessories store), 6 H&Ms, and a Pizza Hut among the various native
European stores. There is also a store full of cowboy things.
Today I discovered how to use the tram and the metro. Once I figured out how the stops worked
and such, I determined that it's easier than I thought. Hopefully, I won't be too nervous when
Monday morning comes and I have to get to work on time through public transport. Let's be
honest - I'll probably just leave super early.
Salut, mes amis!
Cari
Posted by Cari at 2:05 PM
I finally mastered the Interweb!
Alright, I've been in Stockholm for a week now and just figured out how to use the blog, so I have
some making up to do. Quick thoughts:
This city is very beautiful. Its really just a bunch of connected islands.
The city has an amazing public transportation system.
The city has no tall buildings. At all.
Every stereotype about Swedish people being beautiful is pretty much 100% true.
The city is obscenely expensive.
I posted all my pics and some vids on the fb so check them out there. My housing situation WAS
legit, but then my renter got some bad family news and my other contact just decided this week
to get a divorce so I'm out on the street in a week. Crazy. Good news is that one of the people at
the firm said I could crash with him and I met some Swedish girls over the weekend who said
they would love to have me too, so all is well.
Everyone at the firm is way too nice and keep taking me out to lunch, hooked me up with a
phone and gym membership (because you have to do torso twists even while on vacation. Duh.)
They let me take all the time I needed on my law review stuff too ("Gay Olympic Flame". Classic.)
The firm is located in the fancy part of town, so there's lots going on. The nightlife runs about
$10 a beer minimum so thats a downer and some kid was killed at the Swedish equivalent of
McDonalds where we ate today, so exciting things are happening you could say.
Everyone is finally recovering from the absolute beating Finland laid on Sweden last week in
hockey. Did I mention that everyone here is stunningly attractive? Not just the women, the men
too. I feel like I'm walking around in some kind of European model commercial all the time.
Anyways, I'm having a great time. Everyone speaks English so I'm set there. I've even run into an
American touring Europe (a goofy kid but nice nonetheless). The Stockholm Marathon is next
week, as I was typing this I got an invite to dinner at one of the firms member's house, and I'm
planning on taking a tour of the archipelagos next week too. Can't really think of anything else to
say except people need to see it for themselves. I'm out. Post again soon.
-Tim
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 7:43 AM
Monday, May 23, 2011
Sweden  
I started work on Monday, and the people I work for
could not be nicer. Really. On Monday, we all ate lunch
together, and they provided it for me and my fellow
intern Andrew (who is also awesome). Lately Andrew
and I have been reading up on the organization, to get a
feel of the goals it has and how to work toward them.
We already translated stuff from French to English. And
by "we" I mean Andrew translated from French to
English and I edited his translation into more
English-sounding phrases (Andrew actually for real
knows French). Go team!
Andrew and I get our own office with a spectacular view
(see pic), and the weather here has been really nice, so
we get to open one of our windows. No stuffy law offices
for us this summer!
I'm finally really figuring out the transit system here.
This morning I took the bus instead of the tram +
metro, and it was much more convenient than what I've
been doing. Plus, I realized by observation that sometimes the monthly transit cards people have
don't scan correctly the first time you put them in front of the scanner. When I scanned my card
recently, I got an "invalid" alert and I thought something was wrong with it. Perhaps I just need
to scan it again and it'll work!
I just realized I have exclamation marks at the end of every paragraph. Maybe I need to calm
down.
Oh! But I'm really excited because Elliot (my boyfriend, and the creator of this blog) and I shall
see each other soon. Long distance is no fun. I get a Monday off, so we're going to take a long
weekend in Dijon, or perhaps Aix-en-Provence (where he's interning). We may forgo Paris for
now because it is sooo expensive and would be more touristy and less couple-y than other places.
Hope everyone else is enjoying their summer!
Cari
Posted by Cari at 12:04 AM 
Wednesday, May 25, 2011
ILGA (The International Lesbian, Gay, Bisexual, Trans and
Intersex Association) 
I'd love to write a giant blog post about the work that I have been doing in Aix-en-Provence at
Mr. Sokol's office.  However, to be quite frank, I can't.
Almost as soon as I arrived, Mr. Sokol began explaining the importance of confidentiality.  He
actually had me draft for myself and then sign an agreement stating that I would abide by both
the American and French rules of confidentiality in the legal profession.
Granted, there probably are plenty of things that I have been doing that would be perfectly fine
for me to talk about.  However, I'm going to err on the side of caution.  Too bad, you guys will
never be able to know about all of the secret agent work that I am doing in Aix-en-Provence!
Posted by Elliot at 2:25 AM
Just moved into my new place in Kungsholmen after being a hobo for 2 nights and a day. Its so
much better than my last place in Sodermalm.
Thoughts:
These people inhale coffee. They drink it nonstop after every meal.
BABIES. There are babies everywhere. Babies in strollers, babies on harnesses, babies strapped
to bikes. Apparently its a combination of the fact that Sweden gives 15 months of
maternity/paternity leave at 80% pay and an event called Midsummer thats apparently a mix
between the 4th of July, St. Patty's Day, and Halloween.
People love to snus here. Upper lip and they never spit. Gross.
Everything is still really expensive.
-Tim 
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 12:38 AM
I'm into my second week at work now and just finished up my second weekend. The first was
spent getting acquainted with my apartment and the area, so this time around I got to do other
stuff!
Early on Friday night, I went to a little street party that the families on my street participated in.
Though my French isn't wonderful, I got along okay, and my landlords let me kind of follow
them around sometimes. Their children are so cute! I met some people and ate some of my
landlords' delicious stew (woo free dinner) along with imbibing a glass of wine. It was a nice
Thursday, May 26, 2011
Confidentiality, confidentiality  
Adventures!  
little beginning of the night.
On Friday, Andrew and I were gifted with free tickets to a concert, courtesy of one of our
bosses/co-workers. We weren't quite sure what to expect and knew little except that the band
was called Lazyblood and that Stephen described it as "Icelandic punk." It was a new experience
for both of us. We met at a metro stop near the club and then walked to it (unbeknownst to us,
taking a "scenic" route through a sketchy area complete with ladies of the night advertising their
wares in windows). The club was fairly small and filled with standard Belgian people though we
both noted more English-speaking than usual (probably b/c the band was Icelandic). Everyone
was chatting and sipping beer/wine. We got our programs - yes, this band provided programs -
that basically said stuff about how we would never forget this night and that it would change our
consciousness or something. Needless to say, we were excited.
[A description of the band from sonicbids.com: "Their specialty is a mixture of unique
head-banging and screaming technique. They thrust out something that can be described as
electronically distorted metal opera which leaves the audience with a smile on their face and
warmth in their hearts and is possibly a life altering experience."]
So, yeah, the concert was full of screaming (like screamo-type, not scary movie type), a
ridiculous amount of head-banging (seriously, the pregnant lady lead head-banged roughly the
entire time. I don't know how she didn't get a concussion), and a fair amount of body-surfing,
mostly started by the "dancers" they brought with them, I assume to make the crowd more
comfortable dancing and getting involved.
Andrew and I actually had fun. Not our normal hangout, sure, but interesting nonetheless.
I get tired early now that I work normal hours, so I went home after that, riding the tram right
back to the park close to my apartment. It was pretty late, but the tram still wasn't all that
sketchy. I didn't feel threatened or unsafe.
The next day, the man Andrew is staying with (I would call him a "landlord," but he's way more
familial and acts more like a house father than a landlord) invited me to lunch at their house. So
much chocolate. Enzo (the aforementioned "house father") lets out rooms in his awesome house
to young people and often cooks for them as part of their rent. He's a really friendly Italian man
whose English is superb, and I think he's lived in Brussels for quite a while. Unlike most people
here, he actually has a nice garden and backyard, complete with two chickens who he collects
eggs from everyday! The chickens are very cute and totally reply if you talk to them. His house is
one of those houses I can't help but love because it's filled with memories, with tchotchkes from
places he's been and collections everywhere. There's even a life-size painting of a saint!
Since I'd heard it was kind of a potluck thing, I made basically the only thing I had, which was
bread with cheddar and brie on it, grilled. You can never go wrong with grilled cheese. Enzo and
Russell, a Brussels transplant from Michigan (I think?), made a variety of other delicious things,
and Enzo even provided wine and A TON of chocolate. I don't know how Andrew doesn't go into
a chocolate coma from living there! The four of us ate, then three stereotypically attractive young
Italian men [who, lucky for Elliot, have no interest in the ladies ;) - correction, one has interest
in the ladies. Oops.] arrived a bit later and ate their fill. We hung out in the backyard for a while
because the weather was pretty nice (especially for Brussels), and even though two of the young
Italians didn't speak great English, and my French is also not great, we found ways to
communicate. I left after receiving an invite for subsequent weekly Saturday brunches - fun!
Then, I went shopping. Yay new pants!
Sunday, I chose to sit around and not do much. Not that much is open here on Sunday, so I
washed my dishes and cleaned up around my apartment.
Not a bad first weekend on my own, huh?
-Cari
Posted by Cari at 5:27 AM
There are three Law Dawgs working here in
Bratislava, Slovakia for the summer. Matt Kirk and I are clerking for the Human Rights League.
Zander King (left) is clerking for PRK Partners. The work at HRL mostly involves helping asylum
seekers with a 'well founded fear of being persecuted' gain some sort of legal stay in Slovakia.
Generally, the asylum seekers are from Iraq, Afghanistan or Pakistan and tomorrow I'll be in
court to see a hearing on whether a man from the Deomcratic Republic of Congo will be granted
a temporary stay. Other duties so far include, legal research on country of origin and a ton of
reading. I think it is going to be a very rewarding summer.
The amphibian is doing secret merger
deals and probably can't post much of
what he has been up to, but I'm quite sure
he is making Professor Coenen proud.
Already he has messed up an agreement to
agree and confused a condition and
promise. (@zander I am kidding so please
don't release a neurotoxin.)
So far, Slovakia is beautiful, cheap, and
pleasant. I am always amazed at how old
everything is in Central Europe. The
Pilsner is perfect for the sunny 80 degree
weather and there is plentiful outside
seating in the Old Town. Zander and I
hiked around the Small Carpathians on
Saturday and only got lost for a few hours.
We are looking forward to exploring
Vienna, Prague, and Budapest on the weekends. We'll try to post more pictures next week.
Na zdravie!
Posted by Bartholomew at 6:17 AM 
Boarding SQ011 to Singapore Changi this afternoon at LAX.. see you Wednesday morning in
Kuala Lumpur!
Posted by Jackson at 12:52 PM 
Pozdrav z Bratislavy 
This summer, I am working at Urbano Vitalino Avogados, a law firm in Recife, Brazil. However,
before starting work, I spent three days in Rio (Hee-u) de Janeiro sightseeing and generally
enjoying the city. Not knowing anyone in Rio, I booked a bed in a small hostel in Ipanema. The
owner of the hostel was a Californian who had lived in Rio for almost six years. He and his staff
were wonderful, and I quickly made friends with another American, two British guys, a Swiss,
and a Brazilian girl and her German friends who were also staying at the hostel.
My first day in Rio, I decided to go on a run along the Lagoa (Lagoon) de Rodrigo de Freitas.
Unfortunately, a knee injury suffered during my marathon days prevented me from making my
way around the entire lagoon. Still, it was a great experience. Surrounding the lagoon are some
of the city's most fashionable high-rises which, in turn, are surrounded by the city's famous
mountains and the beaches of Ipanema and Copacabana. The site was so visually stunning that I
decided to return the next day to take a few photos. I managed to limp back to the hostel and
began to unpack.
That night, I decided to stay in and sleep. I felt justified in doing so since I had not truly slept in
two nights thanks to the write-one, which I swore I would finish before leaving the U.S., and my
redeye flight. Hence, I woke up well rested for my second day in Rio. After returning to the
lagoon and taking photos, I put on my swimsuit and headed to Ipanema beach. The beach and
the sea, not to mention the people, were beautiful. Unfortunately, the beach was pretty empty
since it is winter here in the Southern Hemisphere; and by winter, I mean 80?F. Still, the
cariocas (Rio natives) wore jeans and jackets.
After a few hours in the sun, I decided I had better get my pale skin back to the hostel. There, I
asked for directions to Christ the Redeemer (Cristo Redentor). While I did not truly care to go, I
felt obliged since it is what everyone does while in Rio. I did, however, refrain from imitating the
statute like all the other tourists. Surprisingly, I enjoyed myself. The sheer size of the statute and
the city and sea views from the top of the mountain are breath-taking. I also met a Brazilian
company on my journey to the top of the mountain who bought me lunch and talked with me as
I butchered their beautiful language. They even helped me find the correct bus to my hostel and,
when they learned it was the same as theirs, stayed with me to ensure I got off at the right stop.
Wherever they are now, I thank them.
Shortly after returning to the hostel, a few of my new friends and I went to a well-known rodízio
in Ipanema. A rodízio is a restaurant where you pay a flat (a.k.a. high) rate, and the waiters walk
around with copious amounts of meat. Of all the different types of meat they had at the rodízio,
my favorite had to be the spicy sausage. I can honestly say that I ate my share of food. Of my
group, I was the last man standing. I got the hint that it was time to go, however, when they
stopped coming to the table, even after I made eye contact! Overall, it was an excellent meal and,
being the only Portuguese speaker in my group, interesting when the others made basic
Portuguese errors like thanking the waiter in the feminine. That got a lot of raised eyebrows in a
city known worldwide for its transvestites.
With dinner finished, our group headed to Lata, a bairro (neighborhood) close to the Centro
known for its samba halls. The place we went, Clube dos Democráticos, was pretty empty when
we entered, but it filled up around midnight. Our Brazilian friend from the hostel was there and
attempted to teach us samba. Did not work! After an hour or so of embarrassing ourselves, we
gave it up as a bad job and went to a bar for a few beers.
Monday, May 30, 2011
O meu Brasil brasileiro 
The next day, it rained all day. I decided to use the day to go to a few colonial churches, a few
museums, a few imperial palaces (Rio was the capital of the Portuguese Empire from 1808 to
1822 and of the Brazilian Empire from 1822 to 1888), all the typical touristy things. At the Fine
Arts Museum, there was an exhibition of modern art by Oscar Oiwa that impressed me. I also got
a personal tour of the National Library since no one else showed up for the English tour. My
favorite place I visited, however, was Candelária, a colonial church in the Centro. In one of my
undergrad Portuguese classes, I had to do a research project on the murder of street children
(meninos da rua) on the front porch of the church by Rio's military police. The children had
previously thrown rocks at a police car. The cops returned that night and killed 12 of the
homeless children who slept there. I enjoyed visiting such a sacred place where such a
horrendous event occurred (although admitting that is probably not p.c.).
That night, I went with a different group from the hostel to Lapa. Friday nights, the city
authorities block the streets and throw a big party in the street. We walked around for a while
drinking and listening to music. After barely escaping from the clutches of a middle-aged
Lebanese man who wanted to make me his sex slave, we found a place to escape the continuing
rain. The place had a band playing samba/ Brazilian country music. We got a few beers and
settled in to wait out the rain. Around 4 o'clock in the morning, the rain let up enough for us to
leave. We arrived at the hostel at 4:30, an hour and a half before I had to leave for the airport.
Needless to say, I was not on my best form to meet my new host family that afternoon. But that's
another story....
Posted by Justin at 3:42 PM 
So there's this thing going on called Tentapub where all the newly graduated students ride
around on top of these giant trucks, blast music, take their clothes off, and get wasted for a week
straight. This automatically makes this the best graduation tradition I've ever seen or heard of
and I fully support this and intend to pretend I'm a student and join. Also, its becoming quickly
apparent to me that Swedish people never tip for anything, which blows my mind.
-Tim
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 7:46 AM 
Update:
5 day weekend so I'm going to visit another country. Amsterdam is cheaper than any other flight
by $200. Its a sign. I promise I won't do anything I wouldn't do in America.
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 4:36 AM 
Tuesday, May 31, 2011
Sweden 
Finally arrived in Germany, only to find out tomorrow is a holiday and that everything is closed.
Guess I'm going to get a chance to do some wandering around before work starts next week!
Posted by Chris at 9:24 AM 
So, yesterday I was invited to spend the afternoon with a family in Eguille, a village that is about
20 minutes northwest of Aix.  I thought that I was just going to attend mass with them in the
morning, and then go to their house for an afternoon of lunch and swimming.  I thought wrong.
Jerome, the father, picked me up at about
10:30 a.m. at my apartment.  We put gas
in the car, picked up the rest of the family
at their house, and then headed to church
for mass.  Keep in mind, French church is
foreign enough for me just because I am
in a foreign country.  But, I've never been
to a Catholic mass in the United States
before.  Needless to say, I did not have the
slightest clue what was going on. At one
point they came around to take an
offering, and Frederique, the mother of
the family I was with, handed me money
and told me to put it in the basket.
The best part came at communion.  I did
not have a clue what to do.  So, I just sort
of followed everyone else in the line up to
the front.  When I got there, an old
French priest looked at me in the eye, said
"Je te donne Christ," and then handed me
a cracker.  I think I was supposed to eat it. 
Instead I ended up putting it in my
pocket, because someone once told me that Catholics don't like non-Catholics taking
communion.  Does this mean I put Christ in my pocket?  Hopefully if God exists he will forgive
that one as a consequence of misunderstood social norms.
When we got home, Frederique fixed us an amazing lunch.  During the meal, I made the
comment (in French), that this was the first real meal that I had eaten during my time in France. 
I thought this would be a nice rather funny comment.  It was not.
The family was mortified.  They asked me what I had been eating.  I told them I had cereal for
dinner the night before.  At this, the mother got up and immediately starting putting food into
Wednesday, June 1, 2011
Deutschland!
A day in Eguille
The French region of Provence, with Eguille circled.
tupperware for me to take home with me.  At this moment, I have chicken, zucchini, rice, and
pastries in my fridge.
Lunch consisted of about four courses.  And each course consisted of about a glass and a half of
wine.  So, after the meal, while I was not drunk, I was substantially buzzed.  The plan had been
to swim, but it was raining outside.  So, in lieu of swimming, Jerome decided that he wanted to
take me mountain biking.  I surely thought that he was joking.
10 miles up a muddy hill later, it was certain to me that he was not joking.  Here I am, I thought,
biking up a muddy hill in France with a more than trivial amount of alcohol in my system.  How
did this happen?  I do not know.  However, there were some beautiful views of the southern Alps
and the Saint-Victoire, a mountain famous for Cezanne's depictions of it.
Several hours later we finally returned
from mountain biking.  My legs hurt so
badly, I had trouble walking down
stairs.  At Jerome's insistance, I ended
up jumping in the pool which was
23-degrees celsius.  I could not do the
calculation in my head for what this
was in fahrenheit.  However, it now
makes sense to me why it was so cold,
because this is about 73 degrees
fahrenheit, which in water is much
colder than it sounds.
After swimming, they recommended
that I go upstairs and take a shower. 
At this point it was about seven o'clock
in the evening.  After the shower, I
learned that we were going downtown
to see a Woody Allen movie.  However,
when we arrived at the movie theater,
the film was already full.
Note: Woody Allen is immensely popular in France, much more so than in the United States.
At this point, we walked around downtown Aix for a little bit.  Frederique decided that she
wanted to buy me pizza, which was delicious.  We then drove around the town a little bit more,
and they dropped me off at my apartment around 9 p.m.
While the day wasn't exactly what I expected, the Goulliards are certainly very nice people, and I
plan to have dinner with them before I leave France. 
Posted by Elliot at 2:13 AM
 
The Montagne Saint-Victoire, as depicted by Paul
Cezanne.
I'm getting used to living here.
Now, taking the bus/tram/metro
seems normal. Needless to say, I
feel really cool just hanging out
like a normal Belgian, taking
public transportation. I also went
shopping the other day to pick up
a belt I saw when my mother was
still here (and kept thinking about
- clearly, I had to buy it). After
purchasing said belt and a cute
scarf (omg they have so many
scarves here) from "Cool Cat" (at
which, I would like to mention,
there was a shirt with a realllly
inappropriate statement on it on
sale), I went to another store
advertising its Parisian fashions. I
wanted some warmer clothes to wear to work because I'm really used to summer being warm, so
I have dresses and such but not that many pairs of pants with me. Upon looking at the pants, I
quickly realized that I had no idea what size I was here. I'm used to buying in US lady sizing, so
seeing UK, Australian, & French sizing on the tag didn't really help very much. I estimated and
failed. Apparently UK sizes are about two sizes smaller than US sizes (possibly like 2 & a half
sizes, because they still fit a little awkwardly). I bought a pair of khakis that are ankle length and
totally cool, of course.
Lately I've been researching how lesbians are treated around the world, and man is it depressing.
People exist who actually believe that rape can "cure" homosexuality. Yet, I still happen upon
stories that have more positive messages. That's what keeps us going.
Yesterday I had a day off. I never know what to do on these because a lot of stuff is always closed
(like on Sundays). I caught up on some American shows and relaxed.
But on Wednesday, I met another American transplant! Andrew and she (Jules) have a mutual
friend, and I just tagged along with Andrew to meet her after work. She's totally cool and also
just finished her first year of law school. She's working for the same organization as us but the
Europe-centric part.
I'm learning to rely more and more on my memory and sense of direction. I've always
said/thought I was horrible at finding my way, but I'm actually better than I thought.
Hope everyone else is enjoying traveling!
Cari
Posted by Cari at 2:47 AM
Getting Adjusted
I have been here in Logrono, Spain, since Tuesday night, and so far it has been really great. I live
with my boss, which is a lot cooler than it sounds because I don't pay rent and I eat their food.
Maybe the most distinctive part of Spanish life is the schedule they're on. We go eat breakfast
(bread with olive oil and coffee), then get to the office around 9:45. After a couple hours, we go
to a cafe and get a snack and more coffee. Then at 2:00, the office shuts down, and we go home
for 2.5-3 hours. Then you go back to the office until 8, unless it's Friday, in which case you're
done for the day. We eat dinner at 10, which is kind of weird, but you get used to it. Drinking
here is acceptable at pretty much any time, and teetotalers and vegetarians are shunned.
I'm going to be here until July 20, so if anyone else in Europe wants to visit Spain, I'll be glad to
show you around. Next time, I'll post some stuff about Spanish law, and the good, bad, and ugly
of the socialist way of life.
Posted by Leipold at 7:47 AM 
Well, I am finally here in the Canary Islands, with internet and without jet lag. When I first
landed I was terrified that I had forgotten all my Spanish. I couldn’t for the life of me figure out
what the security lady was trying to tell me, but I’m pretty sure that was mostly because I had
only slept 8 of the previous 48 hours and 3 of those hours had been on a plane in between bouts
of airsickness. So I was a little worse for wear by the time I landed in the Canary airport.
I completely second everything Leipold said about the food and scheduling in Spain. You would
think it would be a little different since this is more of a vacation spot, but everything I’ve seen
matches what he said pretty perfectly. I spent most of today on the beach, and the places that I
would consider to be lunch places didn’t even open until about 3. The beach was full at 5, and it
didn’t show any signs of calming down, especially not since the sun goes down around 8:30 or 9.
But yeah. I ate at this Italian place on the main promenade by the beach at about 6:30pm. I was
the only customer in the restaurant, and they seemed shocked that I was only there for about
half an hour. No coffee, no dessert. How bizarre of me.
Everything you have heard about European beaches is true. At least, based on my experience
today. I was honestly the only person wearing a one piece suit on the beach. The other women all
wore two piece suits (even the grandmothers) and some women even went topless. I don’t think
that route is for me, but I will feel better about wearing some of the two piece suits I brought.
The definition of “bikini body” seems to be a bit broader here.
My Spanish is coming back and getting better (especially thanks to watching “Sexo en Nueva
York” (aka Sex and the City) and “Los Simpsons.” The biggest adjustment has been that the
accent here is a bit like Cuban and a bit like main land Spanish. So, it’s really fast, some of the
words are shortened, and there’s a bit of a lisp. So I still need some practice with the speed, but
with all the constant immersion my reading is getting much faster.
Well, my first day at Scornik is tomorrow, so I should be off to get a decent night’s sleep. Talk to
y’all soon!
Posted by Savs at 12:10 PM 
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The Spanish Schedule
My First Non-Jet-Lagged Day in the Canaries
It was a haul the likes of which I have not
undertaken since younger days, during a
time when I was less susceptible to the
violence of jetlag, but after a full twenty-four
hours on board the big bird out of Los
Angeles I arrived into Kuala Lumpur
without incident in the wee hours of
Wednesday morning June 1. We are a full
twelve hours ahead of Georgia here which
puts us at yes, halfway around the world.
A friend who was in my sister’s class in
middle school in Saudi Arabia has put me
up in his spare room for the first nights.
After gaining something of a sense of the
orientation of this sprawling city and the
shortcomings of its public transit lines (the
two principal urban trains provide
world-class service if you happen to live
within walking distance of them, and are
essentially useless if you do not) I have
stumbled upon an available room in an
apartment tower that is aside the
well-appointed offices of Lee
Hishammuddin Allen & Gledhill.
I have begun to run in a crowd that
comprises expatriates and locals in equal
measure, including members of Malaysia’s
three principal ethnic groups: Chinese,
Indian, and indigenous Malay. And my
upbringing in the Middle East instilled an
early love of Indian cuisine in particular. The numerous restaurants and street stalls are eager to
provide my favorite mango lassis (think of a thinner mango milkshake) in small plastic bags
stuffed with a straw and tied with twine (something of the local variant of a solo cup) to confront
the heat and the humidity. My BlackBerry camera was scarcely up to the task, but I snapped a
photo of the skyline from a hilltop restaurant that we ventured to for dinner last night (table for
fifteen). One can identify the distinctive Petronas Twin Towers (think Catherine Zeta Jones’s
maneuvers alongside Sean Connery in ‘Entrapment’) in the distance.
It’s back to the office and to my first assignment in the morning. The business culture here is
sufficiently merciful such that, even at a top commercial law firm, it seems one is not expected to
do battle with the near-equatorial climate from the insides of a suit jacket.
Posted by Jackson at 4:18 PM 
Sunday, June 5, 2011
Coming Online from KL
Elliot and I met in Dijon this past weekend. Hooray! We both had
Monday off for Pentecost, so we met on Friday and spent the
whole long weekend together. We stayed in a lovely hotel right
near the center of town, and Elliot showed me a bunch of
cathedrals (oh my goodness there are so many). We walked a lot.
And let me tell you, my shoes are not made for so much walking.
We ate so much food! We ate two meals at the house Elliot stayed
in during his study abroad in Dijon, and Mme. Fleck is a crazy
good cook. Like, not just a good cook. Quite detailed. Plus with
lots of courses. The dinner we ate with them was my first time
meeting them, and though they speak English, and older friend of
theirs who attended the dinner did not, so I missed a lot of the
conversation. Still, we had I don't even know how many courses,
all delicious of course. It started with before-dinner drinks and a few snacks. Then, when we sat
at the table, we got little bowls of mixed fruit and such. Then, the main course (very delicious
salmon) plus wine of course. THEN cheese and bread (like five or six different cheese choices).
THEN dessert (chocolate mousse or a traditional French berry dish). AND after that, coffee or
tea. Crazy. Then lots of talking. Their little French bulldog puppy realllly liked Elliot (wink).
Elliot and I were so tired from the day full of walking and such that we completely crashed after
one of the younger Flecks drove us back to the hotel.
The next day, Elliot woke up earlier because the Flecks
offered to give us a mini guided tour around some historical
sites downtown. I opted to sleep because I was still very tired
from the day before. When he returned, we got ready and
went again to the Flecks' house for lunch. Once again, so.
much. food. Oh my goodness. This time they spoke more
English (yay!) so I understood better. M. Fleck barbequed a
variety of meats, and we sat outside celebrating the beautiful,
sunny day. By a variety of meats, I mean first he gave us
some lamb, then some hamburger, then some other meat,
then chicken, then banana wrapped in another meat.
Eventually I just would try a bite of Elliot's because I was
already full. Then of course came the cheeses, dessert, and
then coffee / chocolate. Oh, traditional French guest meals. I think both Elliot and I gained like
15 pounds from the trip.
The actual traveling portion of the trip was pretty easy. I had to go through Paris and change
trains (taking the Paris metro to get from Paris Nord to Paris Lyon / Paris Lyon to Paris Nord),
and I really didn't have much trouble. On the way back to Belgium, I couldn't figure out where I
was in the Paris Nord station, so I just found an exit and walked around to the front of the
station. Easy as that! It is really cool how easy it is to get from one country to another here. The
high speed trains are about as comfortable as planes, and Paris to Brussels takes a little under an
hour and a half.
One thing I'm still not quite used to is having to pay to use public restrooms (about 50-70 cents).
They are often nicer than our free public restrooms, but you still have to keep change handy for
such an occurrence.
Dijon!
Saying goodbye at the train station Monday was no fun, but Elliot is coming to Brussels this
weekend, so we don't have to go very long without seeing each other again!
I'd say my first trip to France was a success.
- Cari
Posted by Cari at 1:52 AM 
A lot has happened since my last post. I've been in Recife for two and a half weeks now and have
been working at Urbano Vitalino Advogados for most of that time. I'll try my best to be brief
since, looking back at my previous post, I noticed it was painfully long.
My Brazilian family: Celia- mom, family court judge and extremely intelligent. Gustavo (Guga)-
elder son, one year left in law school, works at Urbano Vitalino with me and supports Nautico
Soccer Club. Felipe (Vassoura)- younger son, in business school, easy-going playboy and
supports Club Esporte (mortal enemy of Nautico). "G"- housekeeper for the Morais family for 20
years, prepares the most delicious food and drink and, I'm pretty sure, does not understand any
of my Portuguese. Guga (age 26) and Vassoura (age 24) still live at home. At first, this struck me
as odd, but, after talking to other Brazilians my age, I found that this is perfectly normal. Most
Brazilians do not leave their parents' house until they marry (I love America!). More important
than cultural comparisons, however, is that I have my own bedroom!!!
Urbano Vitalino: I really enjoy my job. The people at the firm are sooo nice. Everyone seems to
be friends and are always joking with each other. The first four days, I worked for the Consumer
Defense department which looks a lot like products liability. During this time, I mainly read
complaints, answers to complaints and other case documents that do not have an equivalent in
our legal system. Legalese portuguese, like legalese English, is very different from classroom
Portuguese so this took a lot longer than I would have liked. I also got to go to several hearings,
one of which included witness testimony. Unlike in the U.S., judicial hearings settle most legal
disputes not settled out of court. Jury trial is reserved for crimes against life (attempted murder
and murder). The Brazilian legal system is based on codices. Celia gave me her copy of the
various codices to study, and I felt that I had a pretty good handle on the Consumer Defense
Codices. Unfortunately, judges here often ignore the black-letter law in the Codices, especially to
help consumers who usually are poor and poorly educated. The next area I worked in was the
Civil department which appears to be a catchall for non-employment, non-consumer,
non-criminal cases. But we can discuss this later; I'm getting tired of writing about work.
My first weekend in Recife I stayed in the apartment and Vassoura's friends came over and
inducted me into Northeastern Brazilian music: sertanejo (country) is good, forro is bad. Celia
was not there since she lives with her husband on the other side of the city during the weekends.
Guga was in Buenos Aires. I have also been playing soccer with Vassoura, Guga and their friends
every Monday. The second week I scored a goal! (impressive after not playing for 5 years)
The second weekend I went to a concert in Recife's Chevrolet Hall (I drive a Silverado) featuring
one of my favorite Brazilian artist, Sandy, with a girl from the office, her husband, and her
sister's family. Sandy was great, and she even sang a few songs in English. Later that weekend, I
went to the birthday party of a different girl at the office, Maria. Keera, another GIP intern will
be living with Maria when she arrives here next week. A lot of people from the office were there
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so I get to know my co-workers better and practice my Portuguese in a social setting. And there
were crepes that put Pauly's to shame!
The third weekend I went to yet another show. The brilliant Brazilian sertanejo artist, Zeze de
Camargo e Lucianos, was in Recife. Other well-known bands were there, too, but I did not know
their music and was not impressed with it when I heard it. We arrived at the show at 10 and left
around 5 the next morning. Needless to say, I didn't do anything Saturday. On Sunday, however,
Guga, his friends, and I went to the fazenda (farm) of one of the lawyers at the office about
100km outside of the city. I had a good time even though it was a forro (refer to fourth
paragraph) festival.
Looking forward to going to Porto das Galinhas, the best beach in Brazil, next weekend!
Posted by Justin at 6:05 PM
Well, since Cari posted about her amazing French dining experience, I thought I’d do a food post
today as well.
The first few days I was here, I didn’t really leave my apartment too much 1) because the plane
flight/Write On combination left me feeling like I had been run over by a train and 2) there were
initially some problems with one of my keys, so I would run out for things like groceries when
my neighbors were home to let me back into our wing of the building. But while I was
apartment-bound, I watched Spanish TV, mostly Spanish-dubbed versions of Sex and the City
and Grey’s Anatomy, which seem to play all the time.
You know what else plays all the time? Yogurt commercials. Every time I have turned on the tv,
there has been a yogurt commercial at least every 5 commercials. I kind of blew it off at the time,
especially since the yogurt PR people have also kind of been having a heyday in America too.
But when I finally made it to the food store in el Corte Ingles (which is a store that is vaguely like
if Nordstroms and WalMart had an illicit love child), I was floored. There were a few choices for
all the normal things. A couple of different kinds of bread, chocolate, coffee, tea. Oddly enough,
no peanut butter to be found, though I opted for an offbrand Nutella instead.
But there are two things that have an inexplicable amount of variety here: yogurt and sardines.
The entire back wall of the store was full of yogurt. I measured the length of the display— 30
paces, all yogurt. The sardines display took up ten paces. That same ratio (more or less) has
come up in every store I've been in. What kind of Michael Weston-influenced dolphin brought
this about?
I can’t figure it out. I mean, the yogurt is definitely better than the kinds I’ve had in the US, but
that's probably because they don’t really use artificial sugar here. The most popular flavors seem
to be fig and muselix too. I've tried both, and they're pretty good. But what's with the sardines?
The main local Canarian dish is papas arrugadas, which translates to “wrinkled potatoes.” I wish
I had pictures, but the files are too big for my internet connection. The dish is exactly what it
sounds like— tiny potatoes are boiled in salt water so their skins get wrinkled, and then the dish
is covered with a red garlic-cumin sauce. If you like garlic, it’s amazing. But no sardines
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anywhere. No one in my office seems to eat sardines either, so where do they go? What do you
people do with them? Eat them raw for snack like my grandfather eats herring? Because I have a
hard time believing you're making that much Caesar dressing.
The cheese here is way, way stronger flavor-wise than in America. The internet tells me that it’s
because we pasteurize our milk in the US, which kills some of the flavor. I'd always kind of blown
that fact off, but now I'm a believer.
Also, they don’t refrigerate eggs here. I almost had a heart attack in Corte Ingles when I walked
by a mountain of unrefrigerated eggs. That sight violated every food safety oriented bone in my
body. But the internet seems to believe that this is perfectly all right, as long as I was the eggs off
before eating them. Apparently they don’t do much of anything to the eggs (unlike in America,
where they wash them before they pack them), so the eggshell is supposed to be less permeable,
and salmonella is less common here all around. But I’m still too scared to buy eggs. It just seems
wrong.
Ok, now I’m getting hungry. Must be time to go eat some of the bread I have in the fridge (the
bread here is super-soft and excellent; the Spanish seem to have the same attentiveness to bread
that the French are famed for). Later!
Posted by Savs at 10:07 AM 
The three-week threshold approaches
and I disclose that I have yet to venture
outside Kuala Lumpur.
This sprawling metropolis, in all its
excitements and offerings as in all its
shortcomings, has grown on me quickly,
and, as I imagine it is for all of you, the
time is passing at a relentless pace.
My culinary adventure continues; I have
now gotten my hands dirty cracking into
a few durian from the street stalls. Durian
is loved and loathed in equal measure by,
as best I can tell, locals and foreigners
alike; this tropical fruit, harvested in the
southern province of Johor, loosely
resembles a football-shaped pineapple
and is best-known for the (allegedly) pungent odor of the buttery flesh that envelops its seeds
(think avocado-pit sizes). I have discovered that once you overcome the strangeness of the
texture and are concerned only with the taste, the fruit is delightful… though perhaps not
well-advised on a Saturday evening before you turn to the bars that line Changkat.
(Note: I broke this rule last night… to no immediately discernible effect.)
I have sought out tips on the top places for dim sum, and am awaiting advice on the best Persian
restaurants in town. There is a strong contingent of Iranians in KL, apparently because the
Malaysian government, in the name of pan-Islamic solidarity, grants them visas more easily
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than most. There seems to be a particular draw for the Iranian young… given the carefree
atmosphere of Changkat and beyond, it is not hard to see why.
The photo of the towers is not very original, I know… but it seemed a necessary redemption after
the grainy cityscape of the previous post. And they ARE impressive.
Next time, I venture beyond KL… stay tuned…
Posted by Jackson at 4:18 AM 
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 7:52 AM 
Monday, June 20, 2011
Okay, I'll admit it, sometimes I get really annoyed at public transportation. But, since Brussels
has been named the "Most Congested European City" and I've heard firsthand that its traffic &
drivers are horrible, I confess that public transportation here is awesome, easy, and usually quite
convenient.
Really close to my
apartment are several
bus stops and a tram
stop. Let me back up.
There are three main
public transports for
getting around
Brussels: Tram, Metro,
& Bus. The tram goes
from outskirts of the
city to the city center.
It operates mostly
above ground on little
tracks but goes under
to meet up with
metros. The metro is
mostly right in the city
center and operates all
underground. The bus
goes to further
outskirts.
Now, again, my apartment is super close to several bus stops (luckily, the closest of which stops
right by my workplace) and a tram that goes straight into town and stops at a mall (where I buy
my groceries). If the bus is crazy late (or I am), I can take the tram then the metro to get to work.
All of them are usually on time, especially the metro. Buses are the most iffy but still mostly stay
on the schedules helpfully posted on their stops.
I can't speak for any other public transportation systems around the world because I've never
actually relied on any before, but I think Brussels' is quite impressive. They are clean and the
people who work there are usually quite helpful. The newer ones have electronic signs telling you
which stop is next, etc. Plus, I do not pride myself on my sense of direction- ask anyone. If I'm
driving somewhere I've driven to twice, I probably still need my GPS. Yet I've adapted to
navigating the transport system here well. Last night I went out for drinks and dinner with
coworkers and found my way back through stops I wasn't terribly familiar with, just as I did
when I entertained Elliot this weekend (it was lovely; I want him to come back!).
I walk when I can, but from my apartment to work would be long and kind of sketchy. So no.
Also though cobblestone streets are picturesque and old and stuff, they are not easy to walk on.
In conclusion, thanks Brussels for making it easy for a confused foreigner to get around.
Wednesday, June 22, 2011
Thank You, Brussels.
P.S. The weather here, though, is not my favorite. Rainy and bleak and cold-ish. This is not the
summer I'm used to!
Posted by Cari at 4:34 AM 
Well, this is it. Today is my last day of work. I still get to go to the big Midsummer holiday
tomorrow but its a bittersweet feeling knowing that I'll never get to pay $10 for a $2 beer again. I
really don't want to go but I'm broke and its time to leave. Every person at the firm was the
nicest person imaginable. They took me out last night for a goodbye dinner on the water and
then surprised me with an Ipad 2 as a going away gift (which Ive been playing with all day
instead of working, and is for sure worth more than what Ive done for them.) Its basically been
the best trip of my life, which is saying something because that means it trumps the 24hr car ride
to Austin, TX when I was 17 to see MSU stomp on Duke and Kentucky to make the Final 4. I
don't think I reached my original goal of becoming "globally cultured", but lets be honest, that's
never gonna happen anyways. For any student considering going on the GIP next year, this is the
best venue bar none. Half of the best times I had here I can't even put on the internet, so ask me
personally if you want the proper story of my trip. So long. See you all at school in a couple
months. Its been real.
-Tim
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 6:54 AM
So I have finally arrived in London after a month's wait from the end of classes (and hours of
delays in the airport...Never fly Delta). I found a sublet on a craigslist-like website based in the
UK for a decent price just a few train stops South of "the City" which is the heart of the Financial
District in London and where I will be working. The town and train station near where I am
staying is called New Cross. It is a nice little semi-suburban area with lots of row-houses and
little shops and restaurants along the streets. I am living in a house with a few students at
Goldsmiths College which is just down the road from the house. They showed me around New
Cross and took me down to the supermarket in which they have pretty much all of the same stuff
as we do at home but many of the brands have different names (Lays chips = Walkers) which
seemed odd but I've been told that it is because a lot of the brands changed the names because
people in other European countries had a difficult time pronouncing the American names so
they came up with easier names to pronounce.
I am working for a small firm here called Maples Teesdale, LLP which specializes in only
commercial real estate work. I decided to take a trip into the city today (only about 10 mins from
my house by train) to find my office and meet my contact with the firm. The office is really nice
but not overly fancy and ornate. It seems like the firm is trying to put off the vibe that they are a
small, specialized firm and they don't need to be ostentatious about how well they do. My boss
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(Mr. Sagoo) is one of about 20 partners and there are about a dozen or so other attorneys. I was
told that in the UK there are different types and ranks so-to-speak of attorneys starting with
"Legal Executives" who are somewhat trained in law but can only really handle small deals and
legal work. Next are "Solicitors" who have more legal training and have some degree in law and
are licensed to do more things. All of the attorneys at Maples Teesdale are Solicitors (or interns
working to become Solicitors). The next level are "Barristers" who are most often the litigators
who argue in the higher courts of England. Some Solicitors can represent clients in court but
often a Solicitor will bring in a Barrister as co-council if the issue requires more litigation or goes
to higher courts. I am sure I will learn much more about the differences between the American
and English legal systems while I am here.
So I begin work on Monday at "Half Nine" or 9:30 (terminology will take some getting used) and
still have no clue what kind of work I will be doing. Mr. Sagoo didn't even know what kind of
work the partners were going to be giving me to do but I'm told that I will have an office (never
had one of those before) and a computer when I get in on Monday and sometime down the road
I will have something to do.
If anyone still in Europe wants to get together somewhere that wouldn't be too expensive to get
to for a weekend (or wants to come to London) let me know.
Posted by Mike Morrill at 11:22 AM 
Well, folks, it seems that my status as a
wild-eyed blogger of the Global Intern brigade
does not sufficiently qualify me as either an
"activist" or a "journalist" so as to deny me
entry into Burma. I was a bit insulted, in truth,
when my visa issued clean at the embassy in
Kuala Lumpur, the powers that be thereby
decreeing that they don't believe me capable of
toppling their government before I take my
morning coffee in Yangon.
The country is beautiful and its people
peaceful, gentle, and hopeful. I have never felt
so un-threatened while traveling in a country
of such deprivation as I do here. It is tragic to
see, in a country so rich in resources and
human potential, an economy so stagnant,
stifled and void. Yangon is a city which, though it exemplifies all that goes wrong when poor
governance reaches to densely populated areas, manages to maintain a certain poise and charm.
The glowing golden hilltop that is the Schwe Dagon Pagoda ranks amongst the most impressive
that I have known.
The feel is altogether different when one ventures further afield. Yesterday morning I clambered
aboard a small turbo-prop to throttle northward at first light, then drove a rutted and winding
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road to reach the stilted bamboo structures
and floating gardens of Inle Lake.
A guide took me on a 12-mile loop into the
surrounding hills and their indigenous
villages, whose homes are simple but orderly
and whose people are content. After the
descent the trail led us along a stilted
pathway above the rice paddies and floating
tomato gardens to reach a longboat jetty
near the open water. Mid-return the
boatman cut the onboard diesel motor and I
took a plunge to cool my sunburned body.
I write this post by freehand as I take my
Sunday breakfast before the return to Kuala
Lumpur tonight. There are those who urge a
complete boycott of this country. I must live
with the knowledge that the "foreigner fees"
I was hit for at various passport check-points
go directly into the coffers of the military
regime. I did grapple with the ethics of this
visit pre-departure, but in truth, only briefly.
At the time my reasons were selfish. I sought
adventure, raw and simple, and this, Burma
promised to deliver.
I leave with much more. This is a land whose
story deserves to be told.
Posted by Jackson at 4:59 AM
I thought I'd post a few bullet points about some differences between Spanish and American law.
If any other law school nerds out there want to comment on what it's like in their countries this
summer, I'd be interested to know.
• Penalty clauses are valid, and are included in pretty much every contract
• You can't represent yourself in court, unless it's a very minor matter (like their
equivalent of small claims)
• Lawyers wear robes in court (which is kind of funny, but would be much better if
they also wore wigs)
• They don't really do much of the whole tort thing over here, and if someone's
negligence does injure you, there is a table to determine damages (like we have
for workman's comp)
• They don't really do the jury thing, either
• They are much more apt to impose costs on the losing party
Friday, July 1, 2011
Spanish Law
• If you want to be a lawyer, doctor, or anything else, you go straight into that course of
studying when you start college, rather than doing undergrad and then law school
• Law professors make little money and often are not even lawyers
• When you read complaints, and especially the answer from the defendant, the tone tends
to be very harsh, like Scalia-dissent harsh (this is pretty cool, obviously)
• Everyone here thinks the Walmart class action decision was a simple 9-0 vote against the
plaintiffs (I guess that's actually a comment on American journalism) 
Also, Spain is generally much more socialist than the good ol' US of A. This is cool for people in
my position, because we get to enjoy the 3-hour lunches without having to worry about
astonishing levels of unemployment and general despair. In all seriousness, though, it is
interesting to see European society from the inside, rather than hearing what Bill O'Reilly says
about it. The costs of a more socialist society are high, but when you live over here, you also get
to see the benefits. People generally seem to be pretty content and less stressed-out than
Americans. They have a low minimum-wage here, but housing is relatively affordable, and their
"Social Security" covers lots more, including most medical costs. I'm not intending for this to
start a blogspot political debate (assuming anyone even reads this), just thought it was
something worth commenting on.
Posted by Leipold at 9:50 AM
My Fjällräven pants have been put to the
test, and I can reveal them to be one
hundred percent leech-proof.
Sadly I cannot say the same of the thick
woollen socks that I picked up at a
shopping center near the office tower in
Kuala Lumpur.
While setting off for Taman Negara
Saturday, Malaysia's first and flagship
national park, I read in a guidebook that
the thing to do is to feed your pant legs
deep into your socks for best protection
from this most unfortunate inhabitant of
the peninsular rainforest. But I soon
discovered that my own best line of defense
was to drop the impenetrable pant leg as far over my hiking boots as possible, with the Swiss
Army at my belt and heavy handkerchief ready in hand.
I had arrived into Taman Negara Saturday evening in time for the "Night Safari", an outing in a
sturdy 4X4 armed with a powerful lamp for sightings of nocturnal animals. We laid our eyes
upon perhaps the largest night owl I have ever seen and several leopard cats before the skies
opened upon us. A pair of touring Dutchmen along for the ride were equipped with worthier
cameras than I; I will post a couple of their photos if and when they are forthcoming.
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Travel Journal: Taman Negara
The torrential downfall did not cease but
only fluctuated in ferocity through the night
as I tried to catch some shut-eye in the
dormitory at the base-camp lodge at Kuala
Tahan; it had the courtesy to subside to a
drizzle only after I feasted at breakfast and
hailed a boatman at 7.30 Sunday morning.
The boatman deposited me about ten miles
upriver. We caught a brief but close look at a
large wild boar down to the water for a
drink, but I was too slow on the draw with
the camera. Somehow, through the hours of
the day, I managed to slog my way back to
base-camp, and to be in the office in Kuala
Lumpur Monday morning.
Suffice it to say that I have a newfound appreciation for, amongst other things, good signage,
and for all the officers in Vietnam who told their men "change your socks, change your socks". I
went through three pairs, and would have done half a dozen had I had them.
As much fun as were the leeches and the wet feet, it is with no difficulty I admit that I am not as
brave as those who would spend the night in the jungle out there.
Posted by Jackson at 7:35 PM 
Bros, I love living in the Mitten in the summer, but I miss Stockholm too much.
-Timothy
Posted by Timothy Mitchell at 6:50 PM 
I've been itching to escape to Borneo since I first set foot inside Malaysia. Indeed I took
pre-emptive measures some weeks ago and filled an open weekend in July with certain
reservations. Enough, but only enough, to allow for the habitual balance of commitment and
improvisation. I would take leave on a Friday, and I would have three days to take the plunge
from my base in Kuching, Sarawak.
So when my boss announced last Friday in the course of what I shall euphemistically call an
after-hours gathering in the boardroom that he would travel to Kota Kinabalu for a trial after the
weekend, this was waving a red flag in front of a raging bull. I charged.
Tuesday, July 12, 2011
Monday, July 18, 2011
Travel Journal: The Borneo Edition
The middle of the week found me on
board a dawn flight high over the South
China Sea to "KK" where I joined my boss
for two grueling days of trial. Owing to
distinct bar licensure requirements within
the semi-autonomous jurisdiction of
Sabah, he acted as the "instructing
solicitor" to an advocate of a local firm
retained in the case. Before leaving town
to catch up with my pre-existing
arrangements near Kuching, I bounded to
the summit of Mount Kinabalu and back.
At 4,095 meters or 13,435 feet, it stands a
proud six hundred feet higher than the
most mighty that we have, it pains me to
admit, even in Montana.
In Sarawak, the trails of Bako National
Park led through mangrove forests to
beautiful secluded beaches and provided
sightings of both agile "silver leaf" and
self-confident "proboscis" monkeys
(Google Image it). Our guide estimated
one dominant proboscis to weigh in at
over one hundred and fifty pounds.
I sit now, showered, watered, and fed, on
the verandah of the colonial-era
courthouse at the waterfront in Kuching.
Return to KL is tonight for the last time.
Posted by Jackson at 7:30 AM
Yesterday I went to a little hangout at a friend's place. During the few months I've been here, it's
already abundantly clear who I would be friends with here (or at least, some of whom I would be
friends with here). I've met a variety of 20-somethings through an awesome Michigan Law grad
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An Unfortunately Long Taxi Ride
in my office, and they are super super awesome and make me want to stay here longer!
Anyway, I went to an apartment and met more people last night. It was a lot of fun! So much fun,
in fact, that I didn't notice the time until everyone started leaving around 1:00 AM. While in the
states, I would just drive home a bit drowsy, here I immediately started to worry about how I
would get public transportation. My normal bus had already stopped running. Luckily, I had
cash on me and arranged to split a cab with a couple at the party who live in the same general
area as me. I was a bit nervous since the cab drivers often just speak French and my French is
really not that stellar.
The problems came once the cab driver dropped those two off. I told him my street name, but
after a while, I still wasn't recognizing the location. He seemed to be going away from my
apartment. When he peered at a street named something similar but not the same as my street, I
knew something was amiss. Sure enough, he'd misheard me. By then, I'd racked up like 30i in
taxi fees. The driver was very kind, however, so he just turned off the cost calculator thing and
drove me to a park near my apartment (I knew they were quite close, so I just got him to let me
out at the park after I basically did not know which turns to tell him to take and he'd already had
to do a u-turn). When I prepared to get out, he said I owed him 15i. Mind you, this was for both
my ride and my friends'. Since it was an honest mistake and he'd been so nice to me, I threw in
an extra 5i that he did not want to take. Still, he took it. Michigan Law grad said he wouldn't
have given him extra, but, hey, I felt like we were on the same team and I appreciated how nice
he was about our mutual misunderstanding. Also I'm from Georgia, and we are nice in Georgia.
After I got out, I sort of intuited which direction I should walk, and became more comfortable as
I started recognizing more of the area. I found my street in a matter of minutes and collapsed
into bed, exhausted.
I learned that I should:
(1) Plan my way home and pay attention to time
(2) Carry cash in case of need of a taxi
(3) Say my street very clearly!
I also learned that I do know my way somewhat around here. In the light of the street lamps, I
found my way home once in the general area. Well, at least I'm capable.
I leave in a week, and that feels really weird. This summer has gone by quickly. I've learned a
whole lot in a short period of time - not just from work, but also from living as a foreigner and
not knowing the main language(s) very well. Now I feel like I could live anywhere in the US!
- Cari (Brussels, Belgium)
Posted by Cari at 3:42 AM 
